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you drink heavy port, eh?" the Marquis mur-
mured.
"Is this an errand of business, Mr. Agent?" Jane
asked. "Because I tell you frankly that we cannot
manage another tenant. Every one up here is taking
six baths a day and a shortage of water would ruin
us. In any case there isn't a bungalow free. Now the
Marquis and the Marquise say they are going things
may be different but even then I don't want any
one else at the moment."
Spenser shook his head.
"I have no more tenants for you," he said. "Our
friend Suresne drops in several times a week to hear
what the prospects of a bungalow are but I always
tell him he can find out better up here. He is next
on the list, anyway."
"There is a man," the Marquis observed languidly,
"who is wasting valuable hours of his life in attempt-
ing the impossible. He plays the artist and he pro-
duces the most impossible daubs I ever saw."
"Oh, I am not quite so sure, my dear," his wife
murmured. "What the English call hypo-impres-
sionism and surrealism may sometimes meet. There
may be a new school. Perhaps we are ignorant. I
only know that the man's pictures give me a head-
ache so I do not look at them. Maurice has a sort of
fatal curiosity which draws him always to his side
when he is at work. He comes away looking like one
who has seen a ghost."
Carlotta gazed into Granet's face with a smile.
"I think that he paints very badly. What do you
think, Mr. Granet?"